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THE  JOLLY  BEGGAU. 

There  was  a  jolly  beggar,  and  a  beg 

ging  he  was  bound, 
And  he  took  up  his  quarters  into  a  Ian* 

art  town, 

•   Fa  la,  la,  &e.  { 

He  wad  neither  ly  in  barn,  nor  yet  wac 

.    he  in  byrel  ^ 
Eat  in  ahint  the  ha1  door,  or  else  afon 
the  fire. 

The  beggar's  bed  was  made  at  e'en  wi 
good  clean  strae  and  hay, 

And  in  ahint  the  ha'  door,  and  then] 
the  beggar  lay. 

Up  raise  the  goodman's  dochter,  and 

for  to  bar  the  door, 
And  there  she  saw  the  beggar  standing 

i{  the  floor. 

He  took  the  lassie  in  his  arms,  and  to 
the  bed  he  ran, 
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hobly,  hooly  wi'  me,  Sir,  ye'll  waken 
i       our  good  man. 

le  beggar  was  a  cunnin  loon  and  ne'er 
a  word  he  spak, 

itil  he  got  his  tarn  done,  syne  he  be- 
gan to  crack. 

there  ony  dogs  in>o  this  town?  maf- 

den,  tell  me  true, 
id  what  wad  ye  do  wi'  them,  my  hin- 

ny  and  my  dow? 

ley '11  rive  a'  rliy  meal  pocks,  and  do 

me  meikle  wraisg, 
dool  for  the  doing  o%  are  ye  the  poor 

man  ? 

len  she  took  up  the  meal  pocks  and 
flang  them  o'er  the  wa', 

le  deii  gae  wi5  your  meal  pocks,  my 
maidenhead's  awa. 

ook  ye  for  some  gentleman,  at  least 

the  Laird  o£  Brodie; 
dool  for  the  doing  o%  are  ye  the 

poor  bodie? 


He  took  the  .lassie  in  his  arms,  and 

her  kisses  thj:ce, 
And  four  and  twenty. hunder  mark  ) 

pay  the  nurice  fee. 

He  took  a  horn  -frae  hi?  .side,  and  hie 

baith  loud  and  shrill, 
And  four  and  twenty  be 'ted  knlgh 

came  skipping  ocer  the  hill.  & 

And  he  took  out  his  little  knife,  loot. 

his  duddies  faV 
And  he  stood  the  brawest  gentleni? 

that  was  arming  taeni  a'. 

^  he  beggar  was  a  clever  loon,  and  b 

Jap  shouther  height, 
O  ay  for  sicken  quarters  as  I  gat  veste, 

night, 

Fa  la  la,  &e. 


KJSIL  GOW*S  FAREWEEL. 

You've  surely  beam  cr  famous  Ned, 
Tire  man -that  play'd  the  n  idle  weel, 
I  wat  he  was. a  canty  chieS, 

And  dearly  lo*ed  the  whisky,  Q> 


5 


'And  ay  since  be  wore  tartan  hose, 
1  He  dearly  lo'ed  the  Athoi  brose, 
And  wae  ho  was.,  you  niav  suppose, 
To  play  farewcel  to  whisky,  O. 

fj 'Alake,  quoth  Neil/  I'm  frail  and  au!d, 
I  find  my  bl-uid  growing  unco  cauld, 
I  ihinic  'twad  mak  me  biythe  and  bauid 
A  wee  drap  Highland  whisky,  O. 
'  And  yet  the  doctors  a<  pgree, 
|;That  -whisky^s  no  the  thing  for  me; 
Saul !  quoth  Neih  they'd  spoil  my  glee, 
Should  they  "part  me  and  whisky,  O. 

.'Thov'  I  can  get  baith  wine  and  ale, . 
{  And  find  my  head  and  fingers  hale, 
•  I'll-  be  content,  tho*  less  should  fail, 

To.  play  fa  row  eel  to  whisky,  O. 
Bat  stiin  think"  on  ahld  fan?: syne,' 
When  Paradise,  our  friends  did  tyne, 
Because  something  ran  in- tiieirirni^, 
Forbid,  like  Highland  whisky,  O. 

.  Come  a*  ye  powers  oc  Music,  come, 
I  find  rny  heart  grows  unco  glum, 
My  fiddle  •strings  will  no  play, bum, 
;fb  &ay*  farevveel  to  -whisky,  Q. 


LMUak  my  fiddle  in  my  hand,  (stand, 
And  screw  the  strings  up  while  they 
To  male  a  lamentation  grand, 

On  gadeaiild  Highland  whisky,  O. 


MY  KIMMER  AND  I. 

When  Kimmer  and  I  were  groom  and 

bride,  } 
We  had  twa  pint  stoops  at  our  bed-side; 
Sax  times  fu'  and  sax  times  dry, 
And  raise  for  drouth,  my  kinsmer  and  L 

My  Kimmer  and  I  gadeto  the  fair, 
Wi*  twal  piind  Scots  in  sarking  to  ware; 
But  we  drank  the  imid  brown  hawkie 
dry, 

And  sarkless  hame  cam  Kimmer  and  L 

My  Kimmer  and  I  gade  to  the  town, 
For  wedding  breeks and  a  tfedding  gvAvn 
But  thes'Ieekitanld  priest  he  wat  our  eye 
In  sackcloth  gowns- — my  Kimmer  and  I. 

My  Kimmer  and  I  maun  tak  the  Beuk, 
Wi'  a  twal  pint  stoup  in  our  peat  neuk, 
Ere  the  psalm  be  done,  the  dish  is  dry, 
And  drouthelie  pray  my  Kimmer  an*  I, 


My  Kimmer  and  I  are  scant  os  claes, 
Wi*  soups  o*  drink  and  soup's  q'  brostj 
But  late  we  rise  and  soon  gae  lye. 
And  cantilie  live— my  Kimmer  an' I. 

My  Kimmer  is  auid,  my  Kimmer  is  bent, 
And  I'm  gaun  touting  owre  a  kent;- 
The  well  d*  life  is  dribbling  dry, 
An*  drouthie  drouthie's  Kimmer  and  L 


AULD  ROB  MORRIS. 

There's  auld  Rob  Morris  that  wens  in 
yon  glen, 

He's  the  king  o(  gude  fellows  and  wale 

o*  auld  men; 
He  has  gowd  in  his  coffers,  he  has  owsen 

and  kine,  (mine. 
And  ae  bonny  lassie,  his  dailing  and 

She's  fresh  as  the  meriting,  the  fairest  in 
May;  ^  (hay; 

She's  sweet  as  the  e'ning  among  the  new 

As  blithe  and  as  artless  as  the  lamb  on 
the  lea,  (my  ee. 

And  dear  to  my  heart  as  the  light  to 


But  G  she  Van  heiress,  auld  Robin's  a 
laird, 

And  my  dad  die  has  nought  hut  a  cot-. 

-house  and  yard; 
A  wooer  like  ma  una  hope  to  come  speech 
The  wounds  1  must  hide  that  will  soon 
be  my  dead. 

The  day  conies  tome,but  delight  brings 
me  nape.;  (is  gane; 

The  night  comes  to  me,  but  my  ; est  it 

I  wander  my  lane  lite  a  night-troubled- 
ghaistt  .(my  breast. j 

And  1  sigh  as  my  heart  it  wad  burst  in 

O,  had  she  but  been  of  lower  degree, 
I  then  might  hae.  hop'd  she  wad  smile 

_   upon  me ! 
O  how  past  describing  had  then  ,  beeijj 
my  bliss,  [press. 
As  now  ray  distraction  no  words  can  ex- 


finis. 


